WILLIAM VAUGHN  MOODY
To Daniel Gregory Mason
[CHICAGO, July 20, 1896.] DEAR DAN:
The confident tone of your last letter puts me in conceit with life again. Envisage the theme job with the comic or the tragic mask, as you please, but not with the features sweet Nature gave you — on your life. I am known in the Chicago themery as the Man in the Iron Mask, and you may wager I live up to the title. The chance of luring you out here in August tempts me to lie goldenly about the musical prospects. Now that I have the strength I hasten feebly to falter that they are damn poor. Not that Chicago is not " musical" — it is amazingly and egregiously so* Calliope is the one Muse we recognize, and she has a front spare bedroom and unlimited pie. But the place is overrun with music teachers — chiefly foreign — whereof I find recorded the names of unbelievable thousands. The University does not yet boast a Department of Music, though one hears rumors of millions ripe to drop at the summons of One Elect. If you feel the star quite distinct above your brows, you might prac-
69me taste the waters of life where they are near the well-head. To go a-brook-following — O happiness, O thou bright Denied!                                           W. V. M.
